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Summary: 


The first Felix sees of Prox is the abyss. 


Written for the Golden Sun Travel Zine! 


the void is getting closer 
Author's Note: 


This piece was my first participation to a zine, and I'm so 
happy about it; it's so fitting and satisfying that | ended 
up doing this for the first time for my oldest fandom 


NA 


Shout-out and huge thanks to the amazing mods that 
made it happen! Do check out the zine, it came out 
amazing, with so many locations, so many different 
styles, and wonderfully creative fanworks like makeup 
and recipes! 


The first Felix sees of Prox is the abyss. 


They left Vale in spring, but the land where they finally dock 
is completely covered with a shimmering blanket of 
undisturbed snow. They get off the ship and Saturos and 
Menardi lead them with no hesitation across the white land, 
towards the columns of smoke on the horizon. Saturos 
carries Felix at the head of the march. It’s embarrassing, 
being carried like a baby, when Felix is fifteen now, almost a 
man, but he is glad not to have to walk on his broken leg, in 
this knee-high snow, and Saturos’s body temperature runs 
very high despite the cold. Mom and mister Kyle help Dad 
hobble behind, and Menardi guards the rear. They reach the 
village before evening falls. Saturos hasn’t even needed to 
put Felix down. 


He doesn’t put Felix down. 


While Menardi’s glinting scythe pushes the yelling adults 
through the gate, Saturos makes a turn, continuing along 


the fence that surrounds the village, and carries a weakly 
struggling Felix to the edge of the world. 


The sun is setting when they reach it. Saturos drops Felix all 
at once, like a bale of hay; Felix just barely manages to 
avoid landing on his bad leg, but his bones still jostle 
painfully. He chokes back a gasp, and again when a large 
clawed hand grasps the scruff of his neck and pulls him up 
to stand straight. 


“Look,” Saturos says. 


There isn’t any particular intonation to his voice. Just his 
usual dry snapping tone, but he doesn’t sound angry or 
threatening or anything at all. Perfectly neutral. 


Felix looks. 


He almost falls off, from the sheer shock, disorientation, 
vertiginous terror; Saturos tugs him back firmly, and Felix 
stumbles along, messy and hurried in confusion, on his bad 
leg, and doesn’t even register the sting of pain immediately 
— too busy processing what he’s seeing, too stunned. 


There is nothing in front of him. A hole, with no bottom to it, 
no other side, nothing beyond and nothing below. Nothing, 
all the way down. 


“This is where the world ends,” Saturos says, cold and dry 
and calm, like they’re not standing on the edge of complete 
emptiness, like they’re not just a step away from falling and 
never hitting anything. “Well, right now, at any rate. The 
cliff is eroding; in a month, this spot where we are standing,” 
he stomps one foot onto the frozen rock and Felix’s teeth 
bash together, “won’t be here anymore.” 


He turns around. He turns them around: he has to grab 
Felix’s shoulder and pull to physically tear him away from 
infinitely staring into the void beyond. Felix doesn’t think he 
would ever have managed to do that on his own. 


But it seems easy for Saturos. 


“You're walking the way back to the village,” he is informed, 
again in no particular tone. 


It is a Slow-going trudge, through the snow and in the dark, 
with Felix’s aching wobbly leg and ill-suited boots, but — 
and the realisation is an icicle in Felix’s terror-frozen 
stomach — the distance itself isn’t very far at all. 


Felix probably would still have understood if he had been 
allowed to get rest and care and an explanation of Prox’s 
situation before making that trip. But the way Saturos has 
(literally) shoved him face to face with the reality of it all 
means that Felix thinks of the rift first, and constantly. As his 
parents hug him and he eats the strange but warm food 
someone cooked for them and he drops into a bed someone 
made up for them with bear skin covers, as he meets Puelle 
in the morning, as a healer tends to his leg — the entire 
time, the awareness of the void gnaws at his thoughts, the 
Same way the void is gnawing on the world. 


Puelle apologises for them being taken hostage, but does 
not say Saturos and Menardi shouldn’t have done it. That is 
because he is desperate. 


They are given an empty house. It’s in the north of the 
village; it'll be the first house to go. 


A woman with teal skin and red eyes puts her scaled, clawed 
hands on his shin and suffuses Psynergy into it, warm and 
tingling like a campfire, and his leg is all mended. No 
professional healing can do anything about the cliff 
crumbling, though. 


When Felix takes his first real walk through the village, 
there’s a bunch of children playing around the frozen river. 
They have never known a time when the edge of the world 
was not this perilously close. By the time they are grown, 
when they have children of their own, this village won’t exist 
anymore. 


Felix visits the healer to say thanks, for his leg and for Dad 
and for mister Kyle’s arm. Her name is Jadi and she just 
learned that her husband died in Vale. She has a son, and an 
elderly mother, who says with a placid smile that she hopes 
to die before Prox does. 


Felix doesn’t know what to say, but Jadi smiles, sadly, and 
says, why doesn’t he go outside and go play with Orion. 


Orion is just a little younger, but Proxians’ feet are pretty 
big, with the scales and claws, so his old ice-skating shoes fit 
Felix and he teaches him how to slide on the frozen river, 
which Felix always wanted to learn and never had a chance 
before, because it rarely gets cold enough in Vale to do that 
safely on the pond around their house, and Mom worries, 


and isn’t it funny how he’s here now, learning to skate on 
ice, because he still drowned anyway. 


Then they get piled by a bunch of younger children asking 
to play. They look even stranger than the adults, all weirdly 
proportioned, huge eyes and huge pointed ears and huge 
hands, though their claws are tiny because their parents 
don’t want them to hurt each other when they play, which is 
an odd statement considering they are also coughing 
fireballs at each other every five minutes. They teach Felix 
how to make an igloo, which keeps you warm even though 
it’s made of snow. 


Prox doesn’t really use money, apparently; since the sea 
started freezing over, they haven’t been able to trade with 
other settlements. Everyone just does their part. So 
someone is sent to the house to bring food regularly, and 
Mom befriends half of the village through asking for recipes 
and to be shown how to cut up and cook some of the weirder 
wild game from the area. Dad and mister Kyle befriend the 
other half by using their Venus Psynergy to fix buildings and 
furniture. 


After a week, Felix asks where Menardi’s house is. She makes 
a weird face when she sees him, like she’s wondering if this 
is a trap of some sort, but it’s not like Felix would even be 
capable of hurting her, and he’s going to be living here so 
they’re kind of neighbours, right? She lives with her parents. 
She has a little sister, who is just slightly younger than Felix 
but really aggressive, so Felix keeps cautious distance. 


It's not the nicest of visits, but it isn’t terrible. 


The next day, Karst is sent to Felix’s house to bring them 
some sort of extremely thick fish soup, and she is rather 
unhappy about being forced to do that and very impolite 
about it but Mom thinks she’s the cutest thing, with her 
shiny pink hair, so that’s funny. (Mom doesn’t try asking for 
the recipe of the soup, though.) 


Felix’s room is in the attic. There’s a tiny window just under 
the roof, and from there, every morning (except when 
there’s a blizzard), when he opens his eyes, Felix can see the 
unlit Mars Lighthouse, and the cliff where the world ends, 
maybe a mile from its base. 


He understands now, why it’s so easy for Saturos to look at 
the eroding edge of the world, and to turn around and walk 
away: because walking away doesn’t change anything. He is 
always looking into the void, always thinking about it, like 
everyone else in Prox, and like Felix now. Saturos and 
Menardi and Jadi’s husband and their comrades travelled all 
the way to Vale because they could never truly walk away 
from it. 


Felix thinks about it for another week, then he bundles 
himself up in furs and climbs down the stairs to the village, 
and asks where Saturos lives. 


“You'll go again,” he says when the door opens. 
Saturos simply nods. It’s obvious. Felix feels stupid saying it. 


“And when you succeed, you'll need to get into the Venus 
Lighthouse, eventually. That’s why you took me and Dad and 
mister Kyle.” 


Saturos tilts his head and crosses his arms. 


Felix exhales. His breath fogs up in the dry cold air. Just a 
few miles away, another part of the cliff crumbles into 
nothingness. “I'll come. I'll go with you.” 


Saturos grins, pointed and sharp. 


